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	Same Circumstances, I Wouldn't

Sam's Words hurt Dean. He wants to feel something other than the pain of knowing his brother would let him die. So he cuts. He just wants to feel that kind of pain. The physical pain. Its better right? Well, Sam has a long needed talk with Dean. Like explaining why he would never let something possess Dean if circumstances were different.

**_A:N- Tag to The Purge 9:13 That episode broke me man. Omg. I wanted to smack Sam for such cruel words. But at the same time I saw his point with the whole Same circumstances thing. I don't think I could let my sibling be possessed like that either...its just wrong to me. Lol anyway, Hope you enjoy this! I been searching for fics similar to this. Where Dean ends up a emotional wreck cuz of what Sam said but can't really find what I am looking for. _**

**_Enjoy!-_**

**_ Warning! Triggers! Has self-harm, self inflicted wound! And drinking ^^ _**

* * *

><p><strong><em>Title: Same Circumstances, I wouldn't <em>**

* * *

><p><strong><em>No Dean. Same circumstances, I wouldn't.<em>**

Dean held the bottle of Jack in his hand. He stared at it, not in fascination, not in awe, but simply because not even three bottles of it could numb the pain he was feeling inside. To dull the ache that kept vibrating through his chest almost as if his heart was working double time and couldn't pump enough blood. His whole body weighed more than usual. The absolute thought to just giving up made him feel weak to his very core. Sure, part of that decreasing strength in his limbs was due to the amount of alcohol he consumed within a two hour period. All the while sitting in the chair for that time. Not moving, not doing anything but trying to wash away his sorrow.

Wasn't doing him much good now was it?

Sam's cruel words still lingered in his mind like any other unwanted thought he's ever had.

For him, things that hurt him was better seen on the inside rather than the outside. Dean never allowed his problems to be seen where anyone's eyes could see, where someone would do the pity card on him. He learned to hold in his emotions best he could. If someone died, especially because of him, something inside him always shifted. His usual calm demeanor would crumble but he never let it show but inside? He was an active volcano about to erupt in black smoke and melting lava. At first it was hard to deal with the fact he was to late to save someone and that death was on his plate. He would have to live with it on his conscious for as long as he lived. Then it became easier because throughout their lives, there were more deaths than lives saved.

Most recent, Kevin.

That death was on him.

He had lost control of his emotions, his anger, his sorrow and lashed out, turning the bunker into a war zone with scattered paper and broken glass. Yet, he did not put the blame on Sam. Why? Because Sam didn't make the decision to be possessed by a backstabbing angel. In fact, he was ready to die, already reaching out to death to take him away.

Only Dean, more specific, Gadreel, convinced Sam to come back, to hang on.  
>In all truths, Dean did trick him into saying yes. At the time it felt right, just being able to save Sam and keep him from dying. Again. The only thing on his mind was saving Sam.<p>

He couldn't think of anything else, not the consequences for what Sam's reaction would be for what he done, not that Sam would hate him, or even if it broke what little bond they had left. All that mattered in that moment was that his little brother fought.

He raised the bottle to his lips, tipped his head back and took a long swig. The alcohol burned as it slid down his throat in a rush of cold. Funny how it still felt like fire going down.

_**No. I wouldn't.**_

_**Same Circumstances.**_

_**I wouldn't.**_

Dean slammed his eyes shut at the constant cold, taunting voice in the back of his mind.

_**I wouldn't.**_

"Shut up!" Dean roared, unaware that he was now standing, the chair being thrown back with a loud clatter at the force he stood.

He threw the half empty bottle. It hit the wall and shattered into several pieces that fell to the floor. Alcohol stained the wall where it hit and slid down.

The noise seemed to echo off the walls in the bunker, seemingly louder than it should be, and making Dean wince as it aggravated his on-coming headache.

This was one of the moments his emotions seemed to come out into the light. Whether it was because he was pretty sure he was drunk, with the way he swayed unsteadily on his feet and had to shake his head to clear his vision, or just because Sam's words had hurt him that bad. Sam's words that cut through his soul like a blade cuts through flesh. Words that pierced his heart like a bullet cutting through his skin. It had hurt. It hurts.

**_If the roles were reversed and I was the one dying, you would do the exact same thing._**

He was sure Sam would agree, that he cared enough about him that he would save him. He wasn't expecting the sudden tenseness in his shoulders or the way Sam looked down at his hands and took a deep breath before looking him in the eyes and calmly reply:

**_No Dean, same circumstances I wouldn't._**

It was like a hit to the gut. All the air was forced from his lungs at his brothers harsh reply. A look of confusion and hurt passed over his usual stoic features. Even more so was disbelief that Sam would actually let him die. His brother, his flesh and blood, his family, didn't care bout him anymore.

That's all Sam said before he quietly announced he was going to bed and leaving a hurt Dean alone in the kitchen to swallow the realization. The fact that he wasn't worth saving. Wasn't even worth the effort. Just another person to die.

At least that's how Dean heard it in his head.

Now, as he knew Sam was no doubt in the comfort of his bed without so much as a care, he was staring at the shards of glass laid abandoned on the floor. The light making them sparkle as it hit them just right.

Dean slowly walked up to them and fell to his knees. A sudden thought came to him as he stared at them for what seemed like hours. He has been shot, cut, stabbed, beaten, tortured, choked and even more possible situations where his life almost expired. Dean Winchester knew pain.

He picked up a larger piece of the glass and stared at it in fixation. He had the sudden urge to just feel, feel something other than the emotional turmoil threatening to drag him into his own hell. He needed to feel something, anything that didn't make his heart feel like its about to jump out of his chest. Something like the glass cutting along his skin.

Dean closed his eyes and placed the cool glass to his wrist. It was already biting into his skin with its sharp end. He applied more pressure, he didn't move it, not yet, but he could feel it digging itself in and breaking the first layer of skin. Blood tickled up and over the glass. He blinked as the blood traced the glasses edge before it slid down his arm and dripped to the floor.

He slowly moved the glass forward. He felt as it ripped through his arm like razor blades and sunk deep within his flesh but he didn't stop. He couldn't feel any pain. He figured it was from drinking but then again, after being tortured and hurt so much through the years he had gotten used to some amount of pain. Which in this case only made him angrier. He wanted to feel the pain, embrace it even, so he moved faster and pressed more firmly, ignoring the fact quite a bit of blood now poured out of his body where it belonged an to the cold floor below.

He cut straight. Which was the worst way to go about it. It cut straight across the vein causing more blood loss than going across would. He didn't care. He didn't care if he bled out and died. Sam wouldn't care either. He was sure of that.

Yet somehow, as he continued to cut from his elbow up, the glass was violently knocked from his grasp where it landed a few feet away from him. Dean blinked in surprise and confusion at his empty hand before looking to his side to find an angry, and was that concern, little brother at his side.

* * *

><p>Sam couldn't sleep. In fact, his mind wouldn't stop thinking about what he had said to Dean. A part of him was guilty about the cruel words he said out of anger but the other part knew it was the truth. Him and Dean always seemed to find themselves back in the same spot, where one of them messes up and makes a mistake because they don't want the other to die. Sam was sick of it. Sick of the continuous routine of saving each other no matter the cost and end up paying for it later. He could count everytime that when it happened, one died, the other went to the very fires of hell to bring the other back, that in the end it caused someone else misery.<p>

The very first time, was the faith healer. Sam had been where Dean was now. He searched for everything, anything that would help save Dean's life. He didn't think about the 'What ifs' or 'whys' just that he would not let Dean die. So he found out about the miracle healer and given that they were hunters and that kind of thing just didn't happen, Sam ignored the fact that it just wasn't possible. He didn't care. When he saw the man put his hand on Dean's forehead and watched as Dean fell back, as he ran up on to him, he felt nothing but relief as Dean opened his eyes and the paleness that was there then had drained away and back to his normal color. Even as he found out that it was a reaper and another life was took in the place of Dean's he still didn't care.

The second time, Sam had actually died and even though no one else died Dean's soul was bound for hell. That alone gave Sam nightmares. His brother had made a deal just like their dad and he knew how much that ate at Dean. Then he goes and does the same to Sam. He tried everything to stop the contract. Was more than willing to go back to being dead. It was how it should have been and even Dean knew it. He was the one who quoted,

What's dead should stay dead.

So why didn't he leave Sam dead? That's right, because he couldn't live with Sam dead. Unfortunately no matter how much he tried, how many times he begged to a crossroads demon, Dean was dead and there was nothing he could do to stop it. The realization of that made tears form in his eyes and roll down his cheeks. It was the night the hellhounds came for Dean that he realized that Dean was going to hell. Because of him. His brother was going to burn for eternity, for him.

So many times have they been in the same situation.

He stared at the white ceiling of his room. He stared at it for countless minutes. Hours even. He just couldn't stop thinking about the hurt in Dean's eyes as he said what he had. He wanted to wipe that look from his eyes and reassure him it was alright but then again, Sam was the one who made Dean look that way. There was nothing alright about it. Still, no matter how mad Sam was, he would always care about Dean. Even though he told them they were partners and only so. That, they were no longer brothers, no longer family, it was lies he said out of anger.

What wasn't a lie was that, same circumstances? He really wouldn't. He could never trick his brother the way Dean tricked him. Sam knows a few things about being possessed. Considering he's been there more than once. It was a feeling he never wanted to feel again. He was a passenger in his own body, unable to take the wheel or command. All he could do was watch as his body moved, his voice spoke without his consent. He wasn't able to stop it or even voice his opinions and because of that, Kevin died.

He was a prisoner in his own body.

He knew Dean well enough to know how emotional he was when people died because of them. He also knew that even though Dean's managed to hide it so well over the years, he would still break inside as easily as a piece of board. Always blaming himself and putting the weight of guilt on his shoulders. No matter how many times Sam would state the guilt was equal. They both shared that.

So given the choice of letting some dick angel take over his brother or let him die, it would be the later. He would not put that struggle on Dean. At least it it came down to death Dean would go to heaven. He would be able to see their mom and dad once again. He would be happy in a place of light and love rather than alive and on earth that is bloody and evil.

Sam sighed and set up. He also knew that Dean probably took it the wrong way. They would have to talk about it sooner or later. Now that he was slightly calmer, he needed to explain it better to Dean.

His thoughts were cut of by a loud crash. It sounded like glass being broken even through his closed door he could recognize the sound for what it was.  
>Something of unease crept up his spine and had him standing up and hurrying out the door. He wasn't sure what gave him such a feeling but he knew something was wrong and he was right.<p>

Sam jogged through the hall until he was at the kitchen door and he stopped, frozen in place at the terrifying scene before him.

Dean, his brother, was on the floor with a sharp piece of glass held firmly in his hand. His face was void of any emotion as he stared at his arm.

It was the blood that had Sam moving and slapping the Glass out of his brothers hold.

Dean didn't acknowledge he was even there for a few seconds before he turned towards him. The look in Dean's eyes was dull, dead. It scared Sam but not more than the scene he came upon or the amount of blood on the floor at his brothers knees.

"Oh god. Dean. What the hell did you do!?" Sam was frantic as he took off his jacket and placed it over Dean's butchered arm.

Dean grunted, snapped from his ravine, and tried to pull his arm out of Sam's strong hold. "Let go!" He demanded.

"Not a chance. What the hell were you thinking!" Sam raised his voice with slight anger and imaginable concern.

Dean was starting to feel the blood loss and the painful grip Sam had on his arm only made him more lightheaded. "What do you care." He stated in a mumble, unable to voice his words any louder.

Sam noticed the pale, too pale, color of Dean's akin and the sweat forming in his forehead and felt his alarm grow another notch. "I care Dean. We need to patch this up." He said and managed to help Dean in a standing position.

Dean wanted to protest but he was feeling weaker by the second. He allowed Sam to stand him up and wrap the hand, that wasn't still gripping his self inflicted wound, around his waist. Without realizing it, Dean leaned into the touch, putting most his weight into Sam. He would never admit it, but, he missed Sam.

Sam noticed his brother start to become dead weight and walked faster to Dean's room. By the time he got Dean to the bed he was already out cold. Sam knew it was from the amount of blood he lost and the mixture of alcohol did not help matters. He had to work fast.

He gently laid Dean on the bed, Trying not to disturb his injury more, before going and grabbing the first aid kit. Luckily the wound wasn't as bad as he originally thought as he examined it closely. Dean dug in deep but not enough to make him bleed out in a fast manner. Sam took a deep breath. He was relieved that Dean was going to be okay but that didn't stop the ache in his chest at the thought that Dean had inflicted it on himself.

Had Sam hurt his brother to the point of suicide?

Sam shivered at the thought. Dean and suicide was never suppose to mix together and to think he was the cause of Dean's distress was even harder to swallow.

He began to address the wound with alcohol, stitches and bandages, cleaning the blood off his arm efficiently. His hands wouldn't stop shaking and made stitching hard to do. He took a deep breath, focused on breathing and started again, this time with less shaky hands.

He managed to gain a grunt of pain from Dean from the alcohol being poured on his arm but otherwise didn't wake up. Sam counted that as a blessing. If he were fully aware he knew it would hurt like hell.

After everything was done, a bit of discomfort and moaning from Dean, who stayed asleep, Sam ran a tired hand down his face and pulled a chair up beside Dean's bed after putting away the first aid. He watched the slight rise and fall of Dean's chest indicating that Dean was still alive. He was still here and didn't leave San. Yet, knowing his brother was breathing, his good arm thrown over his chest making it easier to see that he was breathing, it still didn't settle his worry. He doesn't think he's ever been so frightened in his life. No matter how close he was at deaths door or how close Dean was. The simple fact that Dean was capable of doing do much damage to himself without the help of a monster was more frightening than anything any creature could do.

"What were you thinking Dean..." He asked knowing his brother could not answer but its the only thing that he could think.

* * *

><p>He felt warm. Almost like he was floating. His mind was foggy. His arm hurt. Yet he couldn't not remember why. He knew by the position he was laying on his back and there was a weight over his chest. His eyes felt heavy and didn't want to open. They stubbornly stayed closed even after clenching them to try and get them to respond. Even a flutter, but they stayed shut.<p>

"Dean? Hey. Wake up."

That voice was familiar. He grew up listening to it. "..'ammy."

"Yeah. Here Dean. Open your eyes." He commanded softly.

Fighting with his eyes to open, they finally fluttered and his vision was met with a harsh light at first. It caused him to moan and out of instinct had him reaching his arm up to his face to try and block out the unwanted penetration. Unfortunately it was his injured arm he brought up and he immediately felt a pain shoot up his entire arm and bit back another groan.

"Easy Dean."

Why was that voice so soft? There was no anger evident in it or even the littlest spite. The concern he could hear clearly in that one sentence. Just hours ago, that same voice was cold, distant, with anger that came out with the words his brother spoke. So why was it empty of all the hate and filled with worry and love?

Something grabbed his arm in a gentle grip, mindful of the wound and placed it back at his side.

"Sammy?" Dean croaked and opened his eyes again.

The light was dimmer, not as bright and his gaze found his brother hovering over him. Worry in his eyes that slowly changed to relief now that he was awake.

"Dean. What the hell man? Want to explain why I found you gutting your arm?" Sam asked raising his voice.

Dean flinched slightly and tried to sit up to only have Sam pushing him back down. He rolled his eyes and remained laying much to his discomfort. "Just let me be Sam." He managed to put a little anger in his own voice despite how weak he was.

Sam crossed his arms. Dean managed to sleep a good four hours after his 'accident'. It was agonizing for Sam. No matter how pissed he was at Dean the thought of him dead was more than he could handle. "No Dean. I won't. You scared the hell out of me! At first I didn't know what to do!"

Dean avoided his line of sight, making sure not to look at Sam. "That's funny. Last thing I remember is you saying you practically don't give a damn if I am dead! So don't pretend you care!"

Sam shook his head. He knew his words hurt Dean. He didn't know just how much. Even so, Dean took it the way he wanted to understand it and it was time he explained exactly what he meant. He only hopes he can get through to Dean's thick skull that he did care and always would.

"Dean, when I said same circumstances I wouldn't, I didn't mean them the way you made yourself think I did." He started, ignoring the way Dean flinched at the words that no doubt drove him to cut his arm. "I have been possessed. Its not a great feeling. Man, we are always losing people even when we try our hardest to save them. You don't think I see the pain in your eyes everytime someone dies because we screwed up or wasn't fast enough?" Sam asked raising a brow, challenging him to deny it but Dean stayed silent. "When Gadreel took over my body, even when Meg did, I sit shotgun. Not able to do anything about what's happening right in front of me. I get a front roll seat. I saw myself place my hand on Kevin's forehead, watched as light shot out from his eyes that ended up burned out. I watched him fall to the ground. Dead." Sam swallowed thickly as he recalled the horrible memory of being the cause of their friends death.

When Sam looked back at Dean, his brother was finally looking at him.

"Sam-" Dean was about to protest but Sam cut him off.

"Don't. Listen. Same circumstances, I wouldn't. I will always try and save you but I will not let that happen to you. The helplessness, the not being in control. Watching as you kill people around you, it would destroy you Dean. When I said we weren't brothers I didn't mean it. I was angry. I was hurt. You tricked me into letting an angel possess me. Of course I would be a little bitter but, I don't hate you Dean. Same circumstances. I wouldn't." He repeated the words that had hurt Dean hours before but as he said them this time he saw the realization flicker in Dean's emerald orbs.

Dean's eyes were glassy with unshed tears that he wiped away with his good hand. "Sammy, we really are a screwed up pair."

Sam nodded. After his speech he too had tears threatening to show. "I love you Dean. Chick flick moments be damned because I am saying it. Your my brother and I love you." He stated and laughed when Dean groaned and replied,

"Sam! Leave it to you to start a chick flick."

Sam's gaze found the floor, taking Dean's humor as a good sign but the issue was not resolved yet. "Dean. Why'd you do it? Did you really want to die..." He asked so softly Dean strained his ears to hear.

His eyes got wide and he shook his head and sit up, though with difficulty putting his good hand up to stop Sam when he looked like he wanted to help. "No. God, Sam. I just, wanted to feel something other than, well that. Oh come on do I really have to sound like an emotional girl."

Sam snickered. "Yeah. You do. You seriously scared the hell out of me."

At the sad expression on his brothers face, Dean sighed. "Physical pain is always better man and I just wanted to feel something, anything that the way I felt when you said those things. Even then, I couldn't feel the glass. "

Sam set down beside him. Taking in everything Dean was saying. "Promise me." He said looking at the floor.

Dean looked at him with a raised brow. "What?"

When Sam looked at him Dean could see the tears clear as day in his eyes. The eyes that were blood shot and tired. "Promise me you'll never do that again. I can't lose you Dean. I just can't."

Dean didn't fully understand what was going on in Sam's head but he could see the sincerity in his eyes and hear the crack in his voice as he spoke. He felt the familiar protectiveness he always felt when it came to Sam and lapped his arm over Sam's shoulders. He wanted to wipe away Sam's tears and smack himself for being the one to put them there.

"It's okay Sammy. I won't." He promised with a grin.

"Its Sam. Jerk." Same replied standing up and grabbing something off one of Dean's dressers. "Here, you need to eat and drink."

He handed Dean a protein bar and poweraid before walking to the door. He stopped, looking back at Dean with a sad look. "Get some rest." He said and left the room.

Dean looked at the items in his hands. He wasn't sure what he was thinking before. All he knew was he was angry. He honestly believed Sam hated him enough that he would let him die. He never gave thought to how Sam actually meant the words. Now, he understood why Sam was so mad about being possessed.

**_The helplessness, the not being in control. Watching as you kill people around you, it would destroy you Dean._**

Sam's words, how true they were.

"You'll always be Sammy to me. Bitch." He stated to no one before eating the protein bar and drinking the poweraid.

Sam checked on him every hour just like Dean did whenever Sam was sick or injured. It dawned on him that they would die for each other. Sam was just as protective of him and he was of Sam. Even after the time they spent mad, or hurt because of the others actions, it seems some things never change. They have each others backs when hunting an is always there when ones hurt. Its just how they are. The Winchester brothers.

Dean will always worry about Sam. Sam will always worry about Dean. Angry or not, they are all they have left and they will always figure it out.


End file.
